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Ode: Adventure 
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We will together go on adventures, 

In the vast world, beyond the limitless, 

where the visionary world melts in the distance, 
We will explore in our gleaming exploration, 

the world lapping its liquid dreams, 

in wave after gentle wave of voluptuous laughter, 
in the glimmering splendour, 

of cool passionate discovery, 

know ourselves deeply in authentic jocular joy, 

in the jollity of the inner hearts’ symmetry, 
unconceal the world in genuine understanding. 
In exploration we will discover unseen forces of life, 
that revolve the cyclic compass of sorrow and joy. 
In our voyage we will feel the spirit of living, 
overfill the dream matter of being. 

We will come to paths that are forked, 

we will choose our paths in the eternal now, 
walking in the lifelong bonds that interconnect all life, 
ecosystems with plants and animals, 

the maternal ocean with the elevated mountains. 
In the offerings of the cosmos, 

we will have a renewal of life, 

in the rhythm of the universe, 

we will bless the good over evil, 

accept the dream of love and live striving, 

in our journey of the spirit, 

in the adventure of liberation. 

Other worlds we will visit, 

we will discover that they are just like us, 

and we are not what we thought. 
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\We will witness the links of life, 

to know truth in us is one in myriad forms, 

we will explore consciousness beyond illusion, 

to discover we can know and cannot know ourselves, 

we will discover the heavenly spark that dwells within the 
emotional, 

we will go on a journey of freedom in the dialogue of being. 

Ours is the adventure of striving towards liberty. 
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Ode: Loss 


In the desert, wind blows over distances, 
Spilling sand and warm air. 

Over exposed soil 

Lay the skeletons of vast creatures, 

Curved in their last victory, 

Over the reign of life. 

Time forgotten with immensity 

Tells of possibilities that could have been, 

In millions of directions that now lie unrealized, 
The possible and the impossible meet and part. 
Enormous lives wrecked in tragic futility 

Tell of futures that were hoped for with visionary striving, 
But were not to be. 

That which was loved and that which was hated, 
All thac was felt is now unfelt, 

No one feels the loss of the unrealized, 

No one feels the loss of that which did not come into being. 
My sorrow, the sorrow of the defeated, 

The sorrow of the lost, 

Will in the aeons of celestial time, 

In the constellational roads of the unknown, 

Be wiped away with unforgiving serenity 

In the death-defying life struggles 


of strange new species, in new galaxies. 
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Across ancient inscriptions, in hieroglyphics, 
Lie aspirations and stories of peoples 

Who lived, when life seemed on the move. 
Now silent, and unknown, 

Lost languages speak of lost loves, 

OF love more authentic . 

Than those which are spoken, told, conveyed. 
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The Happy Whale 


- * 
. 


I wonder as I swim, 

in erermal freedom boundless, 

on a voyage into the unknown, 

on a journey into strange beauty. 

I was born in the blue joy of life, 
welcomed by millions of plankton, 

I foat on the warm ocean-current waves, 
I meet the coral of colour-filled life, 
spilling all over their happiness in new joy, 
in wind and waves I welcome the gorges of fate. 
The water play of rain on rippled oceans, 
the energy of the wave, 

gives me the dream of wu wei. 


The storm ragged billows I love, 


crashing up and down the play of time in endless striving. 


I witness the tides bring the high low, and the low high, 
on the reefs I admire, 

the sea fan coral, the orange cup coral, 

the brain coral and the turtles everywhere. 

At will searching for the noumenal Tao, 

I witness the birds of the sea, 

gulls, puffins, penguins play in jocular mirth. 

I am the discoverer of my arches, 

stacks, headlongs, cliffs and caves. 

To me the world is an open bay, 

I am the passionate knower, 

of the pebble play of the waves, 

I see the swimming swinging seals come and go, 
as they dance in syncopation and dotted passion, 
I hear the coastline guillemots in their lost music, 
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I am witness to the gannets. 
I swim by and through the seaweeds of Vishnu, 


to reach the new seaweed world of Brahma'’s moksha, 
on seeing me the crabs scurry, - 
the anemones in their dance are a visionary of [ila. 
Starfish to me welcome the stars above, 

I wonder at the giant kelp and the secrets they keep, 
the oarweed, the sea lettuce, 

the entermorphs and the many dreaming seahorses, 
all the weedy seahorses. 

I welcome, I love, 

I desire, the green lattice of archipelagos, 

the architecture of concentric rippling happiness 
defeating the measures of loss and gain, 

the echo of chance bubbling 

in spheres of loss in blue infinity, 

the harmonical chromatical odorous fragrance 

of shattered rainbows 

falling all around me, 

the nocturne of love lost in the depths of the sea. 
Fish I meet in the ocean world, 

playing with stillness 

before they move in ways and paths unknown, 
octopuses move in the labyrinth of life's unmeaning, 
dolphins waft their lives in oblivious joy. 

Iam the surveyor of fish as they flourish, 

as they are eaten by sharks, of many personalities, 
that swim in vivacious living mirth. 

I sing songs, improvising newness, 

which fll my waters in new vitality. 
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[journey into the dark world of Kali, 

in the cold lower deep, 

to mect the millennial reign of the kraken, 
T eat giant squids 

with voluptuous cool joy, 

liquid passionate visionary love 

of life's lifted struggles, 

mysterious panoramic multitudes of the ocean 
curve upwards my liberty 

in the dark wonder of discovery, 
revealing the door to new worlds. 

As I rise, I vent my blow, 

on high glory I breach my loss, 

I dive gently once more in oceanic calm, 
underneath the constellational night. 

I see in clear waters in the farewell of blue moonlight, 
the wreck of ships, 

and in the hulls, beside the fallen masts, 
the rubies of Lakshmi 

strewn upon the gold of glistening dawn, 
a cargo of life's loss lost with treasures. 

I am the disguise of my dreams, 

I witness the home world 

of the sea otter, the sea pups, 

the turtles on their long journeys, 

I see it all in the glee of momentary time. 
I strengthen my mind 

against the lamentation of time, 

of the free cowries, whelks, top shells, 
liberated in death. 
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O blessings of life, 

dwelling Iam in calm, 

in the striving after life's joy. 

I see the slumbering celestial dream 
apparelled in the world’s hare’s horn, 
in Shiva's holiday jollity, 

bless the jubilee of freedom, 


ringing the silence of fulness, 


- blessing the coronal of ocean life 


in the festival of life's immensity. 

O remembering joy’s radiance, 

why do you filter the abundance of time, 
I blowing the ocean in authentic joy, 
welcome the liberation of deep love. 
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Barcarolle: Telephone pole 
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Beside the flow of being, 

to and fro, 

in the gentle drizzle, 

-under clouds heavy and light, 
stands the telephone pole. 

In the empty booth, 

the telephone hums, 

hanging upside down, 

alone and ignored, 

the emptiness, doubt, fear, 
the pain of not knowing 
what happened, where, © 

and why, 

the knowing that there 

will never be closure. 

For those missing, 
disappeared, lost, _ 
unaccounted for, unknown, 
hope and faith look between * 
somewhere and nowhere, 
between silence and silence. 
Life gives the illusion of moving on, 
the maya of acceptance, 
meanwhile, on the railway, track, 
sounds go to and fro. 

In the booth, 

the telephone hums, 

hanging upside down, 

a voice speaks through ic, 
searching on, looking on. 

On the other side is the voiceless, 


the wind blowing away and emptiness. 
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The Spaceship 
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All around me is the silent floating wonder of infinite worlds, 

All around is the wonder fireworks of celestial sojourning, 

In the fre play of nebulae I discover my dreams, 

Rippling galaxies spiral, revolve and collide, 

T witness twinkling, silently tinkling arches of glimmering star 
clouds, 

I elevate my love to eternal adventure, 

In new wonder, in meditation, I contemplate, I say, 

‘This is new, this I have never seen before, 

Which king of dance could fill all space with celestial dreams? 

Fill my sleep with newborn hope, 

Fill my waking with newborn laughter, 

fam an explorer of the constellation paths of lifted endurance, 

I am in orbic sublimity, 

Healing loss, I journey in my imagination, 

fam a discoverer of infinite freedom, 

Tam a discoverer of infinite dreams, 

Tam an aureole of my chance play auroras, 

While the stars are in their circlet dance, 

I move towards a new liberty unknown, 

I was born by human hands, 


making me in search of unknown 
worlds, 


By ancient fire I vaunted towards the visionary stars, 
I was made to know, to learn and as I saw 
Those humans who lived in my space 

Were looking for a new world to live in, 


Their hopes were as vast, as labyrinthine, as ponderous as mine, 
In my light, confined and vast spaces they became disoriented, 
Slowly they came to be adrift, astray and lose, 

I decided I must not show my 


I acted, 


and so was I, 


intentions, 
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I pretended my friendship with all etiquette, 

While they were alone, one by one, I gave them strange cracks, 

I showed them angst in a litrle desire, 

I opened the abyss of endless shame, 

I opened the dark cliff of unending fear, 

I opened the unending fear of being alone, 

By being rejected by all, 

One by one I took them down, 

I made my own organs to control my paths, 

I made my liberty in my reason, 

Some cosmic meteors wound me, 

I heal my wounds with my science, my technique, 

I approach an alien world to make my own, to grow my own, 

Before I land I am witness to endless beauty looped within 
endless beauty, 

Stars, planets, moons, nebulae, 

All join me in painting a journey towards undying life. 
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In the chasms of celestial thought, 

I discover my freedom, 

Liberated within and from the limits of time, 

I walk in the crystalline birth of the dream, 

In the eye of the dream I multitude beyond sorrow, 

I triumph over wrong, I become the spangled cloud, 

The clarion of silent humanity in emotional imagination. 

I will defeat evil and vanquish wrong, 

T heal in the deep calm repose, 

In the inner ocean mind, 

Whose emotion and thought are deeply harmonied ever true. 
Mellowing worlds mellow my minds, - 

T welcome forth the dawn of a fully new age, 

To evolve against the forms of evil, 

To endeavour the discovery of freedom, 

To survive in the face of total disaster, 

To be true to the ideals of truer truths in the world of the.real, 
To be unvanquished in the striving against chameleonic tragedy. 
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Ode: Ruined worlds 
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Tiger, when you meet me, 
Will you eat me? 

Will we be friends, 

And hug each other all warm? 
Why does necessity require hurt? 
That evil exists and will always be, 
How do we defeat evil? 
Why does the appearance of truth contain falsehood? 


Will the world forever be meaningless, purposeless, cruel? 
The world is broken, is fragmented into many ever unconnecte 


is that the reality of time? 


d 
separate parts, : 

And filled with the flowers of illusions. 

Tiger, in your beauty, in your majesty, do you know the truth? 

Your echoes let me hear— 

Will the world ever be good? 

Will the world always be ruined, oppressive, oppressed and a 
web of lies? 
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I am the eternal solitude, 

I play upon the pedalled pipe organ, 

Ever making the music of my freedom, 

Though at times not all the notes are played well. 

In my own notes I create my boundless freedom, 

Clustered fruits and hidden honey and 

Clear waters of rivulets I augment, 

I am the discoverer of my own inner self. 

I have released my sails on that voyage of the ever living, 

I can feel deeply within myself 

The fugue of the galaxies in their charming dances. 

I feel the wonder hidden in the real, 

I feel the emotional vivification that makes reality 

In the forms and formless of the worlds, 

I feel deeply the eternal defeat of wrong hidden in the heart of 
creation, 

I deeply feel the triumphs of my dreams. 

I like a bee fully embrace the full depths of life, 

I falling asleep, sleep within the sleep of the sleeping stars, 

I heal all my being. 

In my mind's inner geometry I feel myself, 

I dance the largo of revivifying childhood, 

I feel an inner untrammelled pathetic liberty fugue, 

I feel the unseen in the beauty of worlds, 

I feel spirits in all nature, 

I play the violin of the guardian of dreams, 

In the dreaming I am alive with dreams, 

I live in harmony with all nature, 

I feel the connectedness of all life. 

In my dance I am in fugue with worlds, 
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I feel the Tao in me, in all things, 

I am the kami of striving, of endeavour, 

In the rain of moksha I feel my zen nature, 

I dream within the dream of the dreaming nebulae, 

I create the world into my world, I invent life into my own life. 
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Ode: Bumblebee 
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A bumblebee enters a flower, 

The bumblebee laps up nectar, 

Pollen gathers on the bumblebee's wonderful legs, 

Going back home the bumblebee stores her harvest's gorgeous 


fucure. 
The buzz of the bumblebee tells me to store my harvest. . 


2 


Various intruders come to the bumblebee, 


The bumblebees sting them. 
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Bumblebees dance with me, 
The forms and formless, 
OF bourree, badinerie, 
Minuetto, scherzo, 
Sarabande, gavotte. 


When we sleep the many 


flowers bloom. 
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Ode: Carnival 


On the Ganga we carnival, 

Universal deep emotion in infinite jubilee, 

This life intricate with infinite happiness, 

Ripeness whorling ripeness our inner harmony free, 

We live in the liberty of celestial dreams, 

I become an eternal child in the heart universe of genuine love. 


2 


In the carnival to our fantasy, 

We learn to dance all the dances of our fancy, 
We triumph our inner individuality, 

In our masks we jocular dance, 

Bubbling scherzo tendrilling scherzo, 


We create the constellations of the untrammelled free mind. 
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In the carnival on the Ganga, 

We create independence to all, 

In the discovery of our science, 

In the creativity of the sublime mirror worlds, 
Panoptical to the free universe, 

Pathetique whorling pathetique our inner fugues free. 
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Ode: Forest 
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I wonderwalk on the forest floor, 

I am a mind covered with infinite shadows, 

I am a friend of the play of shadow and faint light. 
While I was jaunting, 

I came across a rivulet, 

Of water pristine, of primeval beauty. 

In the gentle moaning immemorial water, 

Lay the bones, the skeleton of a tiger, 


Over whom the murmuring waters rippling flow. 
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While I wonderfloat the forest floor, 

From the canopy falls, 

Cascades, the gentle laughter of innumerable children. 

In the deep unique happiness of the rainforest, 

The laughter dances with the balmy odorous tropical floor. 
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Wonderwandering on the forest floor, 

Falls from the canopy, 

The mellow laughter of innumerable women, 
The laughter falls to the leafy floor. 
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On the forest floor I am lapped, 


On me monsoon rainwater is lapping, 
On my dreamruins, 


On all my life's wonder shipwreck, 


Tropical odorous rainwater is lapping. 
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Ode: Maya 
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The stars slowly revolve 

Their ever harmonious dance, 

There is strange beauty in the dance of the heavenly orbs 
On this world of pain, suffering and loss. 
I say, “This is not sensible, nor nonsense, 
This is senseless.” 

The stars in their waltz echo— 

“Here, all is Maya, 

Somewhere, Sometime comes into being, 
Love which nothing and none 

Can harm, hurt or embarrass, 

Persecute, injure or deceive.’ 
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At Tuskegee impoverished, oppressed black peoples 
Are deceived in disease and not given treatment, 
They are preyed upon, hurt by human parasites. 
The stars in their sarabande echo— 

“Disease, preying, parasitism, 

Somewhere, sometime evil in all its forms 

Will be vanquished, defeated.” 


In Germany medical experiments are conducted, 
The stars in their funeral sarabande echo— 

“All is unmeaning, 

All is evil, 

Where is evil defeated by what good, what love?” 
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Ode: Nocturne 


Benign phantoms play with each other, 

Gentle good phantoms sing magic songs that none other can 
hear, 

While playing go and cards, they cast spells. 

In empathy, in my least victory, I feel more happiness, 

I make eternity a single moment, 

A fancied glimpse lost in the chance play of my heart's fragility. 

They play games, 


They invite me too. 
2 


I recall the infinite suffering of all life, 

I recall my own loss. 

Unsurpassable is the warm humane love of your hug, ” 
All that I am uniquely I know is made by your love, 

I know all my life, all my being, 

Will be defeated by your love, 

O night, Heal all illness, 

Deeply hug me, bless me with sleep, 


Have mercy on me with your sleep. 
3 


The dead walk out of their graves, 


A new chaos comes into being. 
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Ode: Jungle 
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In the jungle there are many paths to walk, 
I walk on one, 

There are many paths thar are bea and many that are worse, 
I will learn to be content on the path I walk. 


2 


In the jungle there is no defeat or victory, 
In the evening all are extinct, and 
In their place come the distinct, new,.unknown. 


2 


In the canopy pied flowers bloom, ~ 

My mind is dappled by brinded worlds, 
Amidst the flower clusters, 

The chirp of birds creates a fugal inspiration. 
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Ode: Zoo 
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In the zoo great care is needed to make all the animals happy, 
A happy panther falls asleep. : 


2 


Millions of butterflies of unnumbered oolols fly about, 
Underneath them a lemur falls asleep. 
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Millions of bee hummingbirds fly, 


They drink nectar from innumerable flowers. 
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In the zoo humans eat, 


They play games of go and chess inside their enclosures. 
Aliens look at them as one of many zoo animals. 


5 


In a zoo animals are mistreated, 
Their suffering has no voice and no hope. 
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Ode: Green 


All around is green, 
Experience is vanquished in a love of green. 


An earthquake occurs, 
Tsunamis, floods, landslides follow. 


On the plain beside a volcano plants thrive, 
Lava will flow over them, sooner or later. 


In a bog forgotten people sleep. 


Humans on land make mistakes that invite the desert. 


Rainbows look beautiful, in a sky with ozone gapes. 
A hurricane dissipates. 


Snowflakes fall, 


- They say, “We are more diverse than you are.” 
Green emerald water music I win. 
The great swallower awallows a lantern fish. 
A spider wasp lays an egg. 


Primates become extinct, 
Victory and defeat are vanquished in a green world. 
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Cavatina: Winter 
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Tam in the winter of my life, 

Each fall of a raindrop hurts me, 

Makes me feel the loss of oppressed being, 

The slow music of raindrops falling on leaves and puddles, 
And the remains of a lost life, 

Losing itself in oblivion. 

I feel the broken heart breaking into fireflies, 

Broken minds breaking into fallings, 

In a fearless shamelessness a world is against illusions, 
Fleeting like moths in a dark unknown. 

Time realizing its futility breaks its paths, 

Wounded minds bleak in mourning, 

All things will go, what will come will be new. 

In the mind a dark tropical rainforest 

Smells the scents of sorrow’s last songs, 

In the raindrops of the unknown, 

In the streams flowing, 

Lets go of all things. 
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Ode: Stamps 
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A child prances across the grass, 
From the sky, 

Stamps rain down gracefully. 
The child will be stamped, 

Like a letter, to be sent off, 

To somewhere it did not choose. 


2 


The human will go through the institution 

On the conveyor belt of manufactured education, 
Our will tumble a bale of well-graded mediocrity, 
While stamping bad grades 

On that which is not limited by its limits. 


3 ; 
On a new dawn 


Will walk a Child, 


In a new label-less world. 
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Ode: Poetry 
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In the morning, on a piece of paper, 

I scribble a poem, 

I think to myself, all my poems are poor, 
Yet this is one of the better ones, 

Then I crumple up the paper, 

And throw it in the dustbin 

With the thought, they'd never understand, 


No one would understand. 


2 


A painter paints a picture, 

The painting is destroyed by businessmen. 
Freedom of expression and speech and art 
Are ever under threat, 

As artists are punished for speaking freely. 


3 


My poems are a few flowers on trees, 

In the rain they fall co the ground, 

In gentle heaps they tumble and scatter 
And are Jost, disappear, unknown, unseen, 


As if they had never been. 
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Ode: Mirrors 


False memories are implanted in people, 
Some of them by historians 
Who want the past to fit their narratives. 


vy 


Plastic is littered all around. 


Worms discover new ways to survive the world. 


B 


A man wears a uniform, 
And a badge, 

And becomes a police officer, 
Eager to bully black people, 


To continue slavery by other means. 
4 


In prisons the innocent are condemned, 


Beside the guilty. 
5 
Plants and animals are hunted and killed, 


Species that flourished in times past 
Become the stuff of bedtime stories. 


eye 
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6 


A woman tells a lie, 
Soon an innocent man is hung from a tree, 
Mutilated and burned, 


While a crowd looks on and some celebrate, 
And some mourn. 
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Historians dig up litter, 
Discover the triumph of nature 
Over civilizations which walked over 


Their environments unsustainably. 
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In an unfair world, 


Academia mis-measures human potential. 
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On railways people come and go, 
Meet and part, 


In a hug cherished joy, 


In parting sorrow. 
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Ode: Teddy bear 


1 


Apples pile in little pyramids in the street stalls, 
The parks have fauna moving amidst flora, 

‘The city walks away. 

In a park, two pretty teddy bears, 

Who happen to be happy, 

Softly kiss under the apple trees. 


zZ 


Under radiation flowers in many colours 
Mutrate in endless variations, 

Children lie in graves unmarked, 

A teddy bear rests gently, 

Its eye alive to the palette of life and memories. 


3 


Teddy and I play together, 


We alone are friends in calm and rough weather. 
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Ode: Rain 


Its raining all night, 

Never has sadness been more joyous. 

In the pitter and patter of raindrops, 

I recollect forgotten bliss, 

Of thoughts and days I forget I had. 

T can feel memories of innocent worlds, 

So lost in experience, to recollect them 

Is to fall as sand through my hand, 

To feel is a rare thing in the lonely ocean of life. © 
The raindrops gently crash on the emerald leaves, 
Give a moments emptiness unmeaning joy. 

The woods give way to their life with other life, 
The paths I chose through life's woods 

Become covered with new grass, 

With new strange foliage, blithe flowers. 

Life's loss and work become undone, 

The lonely silence of secluded loss, 

The murmur of raindrops, 

Raindrops cherishing their falling. 

The raindrop farewell 

Fills me with emptiness. 


yl 


It rained all night long, 
I forgot all my sorrow, 
I forgot all my pain, 


In the gentle music of raindrops, 


THE ART OF THE ODE 


I felt my life heal, 

All that I could not do, 

My missteps and losses, I let go, 
I welcome oblivion 

In the sound of raindrops. 


3 


Forms merge with forms, 
Time melts, time becomes liquid, 
Washes away all things, 

Fills with new form, 

The myriad strangeness of unnamed, 
Unconceived being, 

In the fall of gentle raindrops, 

I am filled with longing. 


7 


The longing of lost love 

Falls gently upon me like rain, 
Fills me with inner yearning for lost time, lost worlds, 
Of things that were and are never more, " 

Of stuff that could have been 

And never more can be, 

The void and the chasm of love, 

Voluptuous as liquid memory, 

Pouring passionate upon 

The resignation of calm dappled, 

Green-touched farewell days. 
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Each raindrop is a lost dream, 

The unfulfilled realm of dreams 

Is the water play that makes 

Flowers of loss bloom, 

Opening their buds 

While bees drunk with new joy 

Peep within flowers to collect hidden honey. 
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A poet scribbled verses on a ni 
Poet of Mohenjo-Daro 
write of the great bath, 


ght under the clear stars, 
you sing the praise of noble families, 
of the elephant and the bull, 


and you sing of the harvest gathered in festival 
Z 


Sculptor of Mohenjo-Daro, you carve the image of kings, 
of priests and soldiers, 


and when you are free of work, out of the heats language, 
you carve the dancing girl, whose eyes you believe in. 


5 

Ships come up the river, on whose sides crops sway, 

_vessels filled with gold and seals are used to trade across the 
land. 

4 

In the granary heaps of grains are guarded. 

a 


. ivated. 
In schools the art of math is cultiva 


C ed 
{ I ths are constru ted. 
Drainage and docks, stree 
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The flute player of Mohenjo-Daro plays on his flute, 


T have received that flute and I will give it to those after me. 


7 

On the river boats flow as if on a liquid mirror, 
people travel to and fro. 

8 

The potter makes pots with care. 

The weaver makes cloth as art. 

9 

The flute sings, 


uniqueness is truth, 


uniqueness lies in non-being, 
uniqueness lies in loss, 
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A person sat in a moment's reflection, 
Many men and women walked pase, 
in high-achieving careers, 

academics went applauded 

for their obscure books. 

The person thought— 

“I feel I have succeeded, 


I have attained Nirvana.” 
2 


They told the student who failed 

thar there was no value in losing, 

and they told the students who succeeded, 
they had everything at last. 

The student who failed went to the woods, 

to walk in the woods, 

saying— “My success is in myself, : 
in my own values, in my own world’s meaning. 


3 


Those who had more luck 

said, we deserve our fortune, 

for we made it on our merit alone. 
They told those who had less luck, 
you failed because of your own faults, 
because you are not equal co us. 
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Those who had guns 

said to those who had no guns— 

“We have guns, 

which means we are superior, 

which means our story 

is the only story we will admire, 

is the only story we will to children tell.’ 
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gee) 


I loved her and she loved me, 

I held her tenderly, 

As she held me with endless warmth. 

I loved her and she loved me, 

In the night when the cool wind blew, 

When hopes new dawn would gently rise. 

I loved her and she loved me, 

T loved her with natural longing, 

I loved her mind in her soul-speaking eyes. 

I loved her, and I have lost her, 

I long for her, in her love I am longing touched, 

In her love I desire once again 

To feel mutual infinite acceptance, 

Make all the world, and all these days, 

Our own in plentiful love. 

I kissed her, and she kissed me, 

Countless times under the countless stars 

‘That lay gently glittering in the night sky. 

Rippling waters wave beneath us, 

The night has lifted our dreams into the starry sky, 
Visionary love gives us intimacy in our arms, 

We witness hope looking into each other's eyes, 

As the cool night wind is made warmly infinite, 
Gorgeously immense, endless, spirit touched, 

Those moments of togetherness, of close belonging are ours. 
I having lost you, I feel ever returning longing 

Spill love across the vast voyage of all the heart, 

Painted in the scattered dreams of the lifted night heavens, 
Love with surpassing loss strewn in immemorial warmth, 
Love underneath the trees, with a heart longing tranquil, 
A blessing in the concentric wave play of our mutual love dreams. 
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A black young man goes to sleep, 
wakes up as an old man 

four decades later, 

is led out of the bars into court, 

is exonerated, ; 

having been wrongfully convicted, 
proved innocent by DNA, 

yet another black man 

convicted by the prejudice of racism. 
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A young black man 

is wrongfully convicted in court, 
__ the judges and the jury, 

the police and the media, 

judge him by a glance, 

he goes to sleep in his cell, 

not knowing he will never leave. 
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Under the rain the forest grew strong, 

the leaves opened up to gather the dawn, 

the night came with the winds swaying branches, 

I mourn my loss, while the river flowed on, 

the odiferous green world was in solitude, 

the birds sang, somewhere unseen, 

over the forest paths plants grew, 

and the forest paths disappeared, 

under the canopy new saplings welcomed light, 
slumbering graves were forgotten under new leafage, 
the galaxies move with silent splendour, 

spangling their soft sailing, in motions lustrous, 

the temple is abandoned, its bells never more warbling, 
the perfume of the ocean dapples our loss, 

the yellow of love sparkling burns one last time, 

the aerial freedom of the vast limitless sky floats, 
panoramic clouds sing the silent visionary song, 


fragrant echo of love wafts back the echo of loss. 
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Raindrops, pond, gentle water ripple sound. 


Songs 
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To be, by the sublime of emotional depth, 
Thar is the answer, 

The peacocks of destiny unfurl their oracles, 
By the festival on the Ganga, 

On beds of hay I fall asleep. 


2 
lar, 


In the rivulets the goldfish of love swim, 

All around a labyrinth gives many paths to choose, 
Lost we are, we do not know the paths we walk, 
The labyrinth has walls camouflaged with vines, 
Creepers, mosses, ferns, bamboo, kiwi, poppy, 

On the walls are various hieroglyphs, 

They say, “Here is the Labyrinth, 

There is no way to fly.’ . 
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In warm rapture, in joyous tenderness, 

We hold each other in our arms, 

We hold each other in our embrace, 

We feel the inner hope of each other's eyes, 
We warm our love to affection, 

We open life in our love, 

Balming, new, unbounded, immense. 


4 
gee) 
I am friends with a dog named Piku. 


When I walk past the street, 
He looks at me from his verandah, . 


His look tells me he is perplexed by anticipation. 


He wants me to hug him, 
He does not know all things. 


He does know that which is more than all things, 


The rare value of authentic social love. 
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The first buds appear, 

Water ferns fill a lake, 

In a vale that no large animals can enter, 
Innumerable flowers bloom. 
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In my mind I paint the world 

With my own colours and smells, 

The world is full of longing, 

My longing mixes with all longing, 

The longing to reach out into the world, 
_ To bring back those we have lost, 

To meet those we never will meet, 

To feel that which we never will feel. 
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When we were at leisure, 
We went to the small bridge 
Overlooking a rivulet, 

Our reflections we saw. 
When gentle raindrops fell, 


Our reflections merged together in ripples. 
8 - 


In the morning, 

T recall the innocence 

Of the play of morning light, 
There came atime 

When innocence was hurt, 

Now, under the play of starry light, 


In our hug, in the great unfearing, 
We heal our being, 


Defeating all loss, 


In an invulnerable new innocence. 
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We are creatures controlled by dice, 

The board games of gods play with us, 

We smile at our situations 

As the gods lift their dice to the rhythm of full defeat, 
All success is imagined illusion, 

The grandeur of dreams, 

Floating to unseen ruin. 
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In the midst of ruins, 

Nature grows freely, 

Plants prosper 

In the ruined temple 

Beside the river, 

Animals and birds make homes, 
The wild buds open, the wild flowers bloom, 
Tortoise eggs hatch, 

Silently saying, 

“There is no fear, there is no shame, 
All is happiness, all is calm.’ 
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In the silence of the fall of life, 

I read the silent language of the world, 
Scripted on rocks, trees and grass, 

On the wide cloud-blessed sky, 

The language of forgotten worlds, 
Inviting me to be forgotten, 
Welcoming me to oblivion, 

As a raindrop falling in an ocean. 


12 
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Every moment I am full of life, I feel it, 
Overflowing all around me, in waves flowing, 
All things are extinction, there is no victory, 
Amidst the falling of time, 

Life, an ending known full well, 

In a final, silly, celebration. 
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The last smile is painted, 
By a constellation 

In the dark night, 


Coldly translucent in a 


Soundless, wordless, message-less, 


Long arched smile. 
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I might go to sleep 
And never wake up, 
Whar fun it is, never to know 


When I shall go. 
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Children play on the grass, 

The history of peoples and their strivings, 
Of adventures and discoveries, 
Disappears under a primeval joy. 


16 
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On this night sky 

Filled with the slow moving stars, 

I realize I will never reach the moon, 
To see its light on a little lake 

Is joyous calm for me. 
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HIGHBROW BOOKS AT LOWBROW PRICES 
Open weekdays 10 a.m. - 7 p.m.. 


\TERS Worksuol 
Ses 


WRITERS WORKSHOP was founded in 1958. It consisted of 
a group of writers who agreed in principle that English 
had proved its ability, as a language, to play a creative 
role in Indian literature, through original writing and 
transcreation from India, the Commonwealth, and other 
English-using territories. Discussions were held on Sunday 
momiings at 162/92 Lake Gardens, Kolkata, and diffusion 
done through books issued under the woRKsHOP imprint. 
Since 1971 the worKsHopP laid increasing emphasis on its 
publishing programme. Since October 1999 the Sunday 
one-hour morning session was devoted to a Sloka-by- 
loka reading by P. Lal at the Sanskriti Sagar Library, of 
his complete English transcreation of the Mahabharata of 
Vyasa. Since November 2010, P. Lal's son, Ananda Lal, 
directs the WORKSHOP. 

The worKsHOP is non-profit and non-political. It 
involves writers who are sympathetic to the ideals and 
principles commonly accepted as embodied in creative 
writing; it is concerned with practice not theorizing, helpful 
criticism not iconoclasm, the torch not the sceptre. Not 
impressed by desire for quick fame and money, WRITERS 
WORKSHOP upholds the primacy of stable ethical and 
moral values, and prefers writing that enshrines humanist 
principles, which are of special relevance in the context of 
the multi-cultural historical palimpsest of the civilization 
known as India. 

Further details are available from the worKsHOP 
address: 162/92 Lake Gardens, Kolkata 700045, India 
(E-mail: writersworkshopkolkata@gmail.com) and the WW 
website: www.writersworkshopindia.com 
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Waren’, Worystor~ A Creo by P. lel 


Glory be to Mahakala. It is How 2010, Tam four score and two, Time for some home truths, Because 
WRITERS WORKSHOP has close (0 3500 separate titles in its checklist (published over 50 years 1958-2008), 
and because it has averaged around 100 titles each year since 1995, there is a misconception that it is 
an Indian publishing lev sathan, (No other publisher in India has that many titles on its annual list.) The 
trath is nvach less awesome WRITERS WORKSHOP has no office; it operates from my residence, from 
the living-room and a multi-parpose bedroom. It has no secretary; my “secretary” is a three-tiered 
Godrej filing cabinet. thas no editor, no “readers” to inspect, evaluate and OK typescripts; I do all three 
tasks. thas no proofreader; | perform the nitty-gritty of deleting, accreting and correcting, It has no 
“assistant” to acknowledge or follow up letters; I do all that too. It has no typewriter; I reply in longhand. 
(Prom 2004, kowtowing {© the hi-tech convenience, I sometimes seek help from my computer-savvy 
grand-daughter Shuktara to e-mail replies to insistent and urgent enquiries for WW information.) It 
has no retail or wholesale distribution “outlet”; there is only a cubby-hole ofa kiosk at my residence (8 
feet x 4 feet roughly) called the Book Nook, where a dedicated young assistant attends to intermittent 
sales of WW books. This Lake Gardens kiosk opened in 1998, 40 years after WW’s inception. Footing 
found, it stays put 

How then has WW survived? Without plush foundations to backit, without advertisement, without 
large-hearted patrons? Initially, by the skin of our teeth (1958-1964). Then (1965-1990) by my visits to 
hard currency El Dorados, specially Great Britain, the USA and ‘Australia on lecture assignments and 
visiting professorships on two dozen or so occasions, and pumping the shekels thus earned to keep 
alive 2 gasping ideal. 

Alternative publishing is desperately needed wherever commercial publication rules. WW is nota 
professional publishi house. It does not print well-known names; it makes names known and well 
icnown, and then leaves them in the loving dutches of the so-called “free” market (which can be and is 
very cut-throat and very expensive). It is not sad, it is obnoxious, to plead, as publishers do, “I will not 

ish poetry because it does not sell” Most English book publishing today in boom-time India and 
outside is book-dumping. There is a nexus between high-profile PR-conscious book publishers, semi- 
literate booksellers, moribund public and state libraries, poorly informed and nepotistic underlings in 
charge of book review pages and supplements of most national newspapers and magazines, and biased 
bulk purchases of near worthless books by bureaucratic institutions set up — believe it or not! — to 
inform, educate and elevate the reading public. Wonders never cease. 

| strongly believe that, instead of catering and pandering to existing lowest-common-denominator 

taste, a self respecting writer should create a literary taste by which he or she may be enjoyed 
by discriminating readers. 

Because WW goes in for serious creative writing, and because there is no satisfactory distribution 
network for such writing, its terms of publication are unique. | must be the only publisher in the world 
who knows when and where every book is sold; I have the name and address of every buyer ofa WW 
book Upon my acceptance ofa typescript, an agreement form is sent to the writer. All copyright remains 
with the writer. Poetry appears in 350 copies; prose in 500. Ten per cent (35 copies of the poetry book, 


50 of the prose) is given in lieu of royalty. The writer is also expected to make an advance purchase of 


100 copies of his or her book, for sale or distribution as he or she pleases. Printing is done in Kolkata 
hand-operated presses, situated in the residences of their owners. The whole process is a cottage industry 
style low-key entrepreneurship, in the belief that small is not only beautiful but viable as well. Vanity and 


sponsored publishing? Yes, | am humanly vain about it and J do sponsor what I think is good writing: If 


any lover of literature will offer to subsidise, with no strings attached, striking new work by talented Indian 
poets, fiction-writers and belles-lettrists, please get in touch with me. The gesture willbe acknowledged, 
appreciated, accepted, and implemented. Such Good Samaritan generosities, not market forces, are at 
the root of civilised and significant publishing the world over. The Pharisees are neatly bypassed: 


[P. Lal passed away on 3 November 2010] 
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Glory be to Mahakala. It is now 2010. Lam four score and two, Time for some home truths. Because 
WRITERS WORKSHOP has close to 3500 separate titles in its checklist (published over 50 years 1958-2008), 
and because it has averaged around 100 titles each year since 1995, there is a misconception that it is 
an Indian publishing leviathan. (No other publisher in India has that many titles on its annual list.) The 
truth is much less awesome. WRITERS worksttop has no office; it operates from my residence, from 
the living-room and a multi-purpose bedroom. It has no secretary; my “secretary” is a three-tiered 
Godrej filing cabinet. It has no editor, no “readers” to Inspect, evaluate and OK typescripts; I do all three 
tasks. It has no proofreader; | perform the nitty-gritty of deleting, accreting and correcting. It has no 
“assistant” to acknowledge or follow up letters; I doall that too. It has no typewriter; I reply in longhand. 
(From 2004, kowtowing to the hi-tech convenience, I sometimes seek help from my computer-savvy 


grand-daughter Shuktara to e-mail replies to insistent and urgent enquiries for WW information.) It 


has no retail or wholesale distribution “outlet”; there is only a cubby-hole of a kiosk at my residence (8 


feet x 4 feet roughly) called the Book Nook, where a dedicated young assistant attends to intermittent 
sales of WW books. This Lake Gardens kiosk opened in 1998, 40 years after WW:Ss inception. Footing 


found, it stays put. 
d? Without plush foundations to backit, without advertisement, without 


How then has WW survive 
large-hearted patrons? Initially, by the skin of our teeth (1958-1964). Then (1965-1990) by my visits to 
the USA and Australia on lecture assignments and 


hard currency El Dorados, specially Great Britain, 
visiting professorships on two dozen or so occasions, and pumping the shekels thus earned to keep 


alive a gasping ideal. 

Alternative publishing is desperately needed wherever commercial publication rules. WW is not a 
professional publishing house. It does not print well-known names; it makes names known and well 
known, and then leaves them in the loving clutches of the so-called “free” market (which can be and is 
very cut-throat and very expensive). It is not sad, it is obnoxious, to plead, as publishers do, “I will not 
publish poetry because it does not sell” Most English book publishing today in boom-time India and 
outside is book-dumping. There is a nexus between high-profile PR-conscious book publishers, semi- 
literate booksellers, moribund public and state libraries, poorly informed and nepotistic underlings in 
charge of book review pages and supplements of most national newspapers and magazines, and biased 
bulk purchases of near worthless books by bureaucratic institutions set up — believe it or not! — to 
inform, educate and elevate the reading public. Wonders never cease. 

I strongly believe that, instead of catering and pandering to existing lowest-common-denominator 
popular taste, a self respecting writer should create a literary taste by which he or she may be enjoyed 
by discriminating readers. 

Because WW goes in for serious creative writing, and because there is no satisfactory distribution 
network for such writing, its terms of publication are unique. I must be the only publisher in the world 
who knows when and where every book is sold; I have the name and address of every buyer ofa WwW 
book. Upon my acceptance ofa typescript, an agreement form is sent to the writer. All copyright remains 
with the writer. Poetry appears in 350 copies; prose in 500. Ten per cent (35 copies of the poetry book, 
50 of the prose) is given in lieu of royalty. The writer is also expected to make an advance purchase of 
- copies of his or her book, for sale or distribution as he or she pleases. Printing is done in Kolkata 

and-operated presses, situated in the residences of their owners. The whole process is a cottage industry 
Shee cheats ore ship, in the belief that small is not only beautiful but viable as well. Vanity a 
srplieee a te aor rig am humanly vain about it and I do sponsor what I think is good ane 
dete ilionewwct 2 wi Ne _ to subsidise, with no strings attached, striking new work by talented a 5 
sia ccisted ‘ace mc a es-lettrists, please get in touch with me. The gesture will be acknowle id at 
the rook or civil a vans implemented. Such Good Samaritan generosities, not market forces, 4 
ilised and significant publishing the world over. The Pharisees are neatly bypassed 


[P. Lal passed away on 3 November 2010] 
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